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Perfect Day 


Author's Notes: 
Songs listened to for writing mood - "Perfect Day" by Lou Reed and "Stein Um Stein" € "Amour" by 


Rammstein. (This fic doesn't contain songs lyrics nor anything similar). 


Also, it's not for those faint at heart, nor for those that enjoy fluffy fanfics. 


Perfect Day 
"How did you get that mark?" 


He leans his head forward to look down at his bare chest to that dark-blue mark on the rounded shape of his 


muscle, near his nipple. 


He frowns. He takes the cig from the ashtray placed on his abdomen, drags a smoke and rests his head back 
on the wall 


‘From you," he answers, looking at me with his big blue, innocent eyes. 


| clench my jaws, turning my head. | don't want to be tempted again by that burly and half naked body 
stretched out in bed. 


‘| didn't make it," | say, trying hard to sound casual. 

| don't want my voice to seem twisted by anger, this sudden bitter explosion that just erupted in my heart. 
"Then someone else made it” | hear his husky voice from the bed behind me. 

| bow my head, holding my breath, like fearing the smoke and fire that might blow through my nostrils. 

"You know | don't like it when you screw around, Till." 

"We're men, Christoph." 

Blah, blah, blah, again one of his life teachings! 

"You know that humans aren't a monogamous race. Especially males. We like to spread our seed, to ensure our 
species’ perpetuation. It's in our instinct," he continues his tirade, ignoring the fact that each of his words is a 
fierce whip, lashing the sensitive skin of my soul. 

| want him only for myself, what the fuck is so hard to understand? All and only minel 

"Are you getting dressed, Till?" 


Yeah, probably l'm selfish, but that's how love is - selfish. When you love someone, you want him all for 
yourself, all his attention, all his time. And | don't want to share him with anyone. 


He's so beautiful, has such a beautiful mind too, and l'm jealous of even those sheets he has laid on, because 
they get to feel him so intimately. I'm jealous on that cig too, because it enjoys his full lips wrapped around its 
end. 

"What for?" he asks. 

"Let's go out," | reply, looking out the window. 

And what a glorious day, outside! It looks a bit cold, but the sky is crystal clear and will soon warm up with all 
that heavenly sunshine. Everything is looking so cheerful and happy out there, its a sin to waste such a great 


day! 


"What for?" he asks again. 


"Just hang around" | answer, telling myself in the same time, To be patient. 
Why have a pointless fight with him and waste the opportunity to feel good? | have to keep him, even if he did 
upset me, now and before. It's not the first time | find out he's been messing around, and he doesn't even care 


enough to spare me of the discovery. 


He's going to reap just what he has sown, but | can't hurt him. | need him to quench this thirst burning my 
whole being. 


"Just to have a day out," | force my face to grin as l'm getting near the bed and sit on its edge, near Till's 
thigh. "No work, just walk, see things; it would be nice..." 


He puts out the cig, takes the ashtray from his abdomen and places it on the night stand. | smile at him, as 
l'm stretching my arm, my fingers touch the skin on his tall forehead and | start arranging rebellious hairs of 
his fringe. 

Its just a lazy Sunday! 


"Ok," he finally agrees and gets off the bed. 


I'm waiting for him to get ready, patient, sat on the bed, smiling, wrapped in this warm feeling. Just him and |, 
for a whole day! 


XE% 

.. Just him and |; we are getting out of the house, in the town's cold air. 

"Hope we won't get screaming fans chasing us around," he mumbles while he's lighting another cig. 

"Don't get paranoid!" | laugh, looking at the trees aligned along the straight line of the street. 

Trees glow in dark rust, stretching like trying to warm their branches in the gentle rays of the sun. 

"That shit is gonna kill you." | say watching him sucking the first smoke from his cig. 

"Better die younger and still beautiful, good looking. Why live long years just to get old and useless, not even 
able to move, sometimes, | don't see the point" He replies walking near me. "Pain, sickness, what's the beauty 
of it? Live 100 years, and the last 40 of them are just endless pain and." 


"Let's go to the Zoo!" 


"Zoo?" 


He bursts into laughter. | know he likes this idea, it's silly enough for him to accept it. 


Some people are like wine, they get better with age. And he's one of them. He's like a late bloomer, and what a 
beautiful thing he turned into when reaching his 40s! 


eR 


.. Inhaling the thick warm scent coming from the animal caged in front of us, a restless beast looking back at 


us with accusing eyes - my fingers slip inside Till's heavy and firm palm. 
"Two fags contemplating an ape," his raspy voice wants to let me know he's not approving my gesture. 
"This fag is happy." | reply amused. 


The tip of my fingers explores the skin of his palm. Its warm and a bit sweaty. He's feeling good, | can tell, 


even if he hated me at first for coming so early in the morning and dragging him out of the house. 


Yes, | know him so well, and this is just so amusing, knowing what to expect from him. It's also amusing to 


watch his attempts to surprise or to irritate me. 


| don't know if he loves me, but he surely enjoys pissing me off sometimes, to see me lose my temper. And 


knowing that, I'm trying not to give him what he wants, especially today. This day is too beautiful to spoil it! 


eR 


~ "And why are you happy?" he asks me, following my steps along the alleys covered with turned into 
brownish dead leaves. 


I'm glad the leaves weren't swept away, even in this winter day, they are making such a soft carpet matching 


the dark copper silhouettes of the trees, the shiny blue sky, the glittering water of the lake over there. 
"I'm happy that you were born and now you're with me," | confess 

"You'd be the first one happy about that," he says. 

"Oh, c'mon Till" | force myself to laugh. 


Why can't he just enjoy this fucking day? He's going to start another of his tirades about the shitty life he 
had! 


"| didn't ask to get born. And then l'm required to be grateful | was brought in this shitty world. And what for, 


Christoph? For misery and suffering, and for..?" 


"Let's have sangria!" 

"Sangria?" 

"Yeah," | answer, grabbing his hand, dragging him to that place | know they serve sangria. 
"And then?" 

"Dunno, a movie?" | laugh. 

He stops again to light one of those damn cigs. 


" ‘Sangre’ is ‘blood’, in Spanish" he says starting to walk again "H's a sweet drink, with fruits and other shit in 
it" 


Guess it's too girlish for him, he, who looks like someone pumped testosterone in him. 

He didn't even bother to shave before we left the house, at least he should have had this little respect! 

"Is mixed with hard alcohol," | reply. "You can get smashed really quick with it” 

"Wine and hard liquor, | know Christoph," he mumbles as we enter the bar. 

HK 

"Actually it's very deceiving, so sweet, but so sneaky," | say looking at the yellow pieces of fruits floating in 
the red liquid in the glasses in front of us, on the table. 

And even here, in this bar sunk in thick grey cigarettes smoke, tables, glasses, red sangria, golden beer, metal 
bar tools, all is just sparkling joyful, enjoying the light coming through the wide windows. 

Soon it will get dark; we'll have to go home. Winter days are just so short, and when you feel just peaceful and 
happy, time ceases to exist as a dimension It's just a blue clear sky, a cheerful sun up there, greeting us, 
mortals, there are the beautiful streets, and thousands of shades of bronze. 

"| don't feel like movies," Tillts warm dense voice is caressing my ears. 


"Then we'll go home and have some rest" 


And l'm glad no one bothered us all this time with phone calls. It's been just perfect, just us, on our own, and 


there's still so much to look forward for. 


eR 


~ "At least we won't be on tour again for a while," he says as we're leaving the bar. 


Above us, the afternoon sky, looking like a sea turned upside down, with all those clouds spread all over it. 


Those clouds look like waves, grey waves with glittering purplish edges. 

"Look!" he shows me the magnificent panorama above our heads. 

"Beautiful, isn't it?" | say and he agrees. 

A warm smile starts rising on his lips, like the sun emerging from the ocean And the ocean is his blue eyes. 
"I have to thank you, Christoph," he says suddenly. 

"What for?" 

He stops again, he lights another cig. Then he starts walking again. 


"For today. Its been such a perfect day. Made me forget about all the problems, made me forget even about 


myself, felt like | was someone else." 

"There's nothing to thank me for, Till. I's been just a beautiful day, that's all. But I'm glad | spent it with you." 
He made me forget myself too. | thought | was someone else too. Someone good. 

"Are you going to your place?" he asks. 

I'm hesitating a bit. 

"Well... if you don't mind, I'd hang around with you more," | say after few seconds. 

He doesn't answer; we just head to his place. 

Again, small talk, from time to time. | know he's not too talkative, he likes to observe others and the world 
around him. And I've learnt to respect this. Of course, he doesn't have to say much either. | can guess what's 
in his mind, and sometimes guessing is such an amusing game. 

And, by the time we enter the building where he stays, behind us the city is already sunk in darkness. 


eR 


~ "Ill have a shower," he announces. "| need to get warm." 


| look at him from the couch l'm sitting on 

"ll be watching the news," | say zapping through the TV channels. 

‘Im sick of news. Only wars, violence, misery, young boys getting killed for some idiots ambitions." 

"At least they die while they are beautiful, Till” 

He frowns, a dark shade crossing his eyes. It pisses him off that I'm making fun of such serious matters. 
"You're contradicting yourself, Till," | say, trying to make my voice sound as gentle and warm as possible. 
"There's no beauty in death, Christoph! It's something that went through a complicated process to develop, to 
grow.. others invested time, feelings and even money in that something, and then it perishes. What the fuck is 
so beautiful about that?" 


He's angry at the world again! 


But isn't that about cheating too? Investing time and feelings in someone and he just chooses to screw around 


every time he gets a chance! Putting me aside, ignoring my efforts, trampling me under feet.. 
"Death is just death!" he adds. "Are you happy when you lose something? Do you enjoy the feeling of loss? 
Don't you have plans about your life for coming days? How would it feel to find out that you have to give up 


those plans because you just have to die today?" 


But don't | lose him each time he picks someone else besides me, to screw around with? Didn't | have plans of 


a life with him? 
He's only speaking, not shouting, we're just talking, not fighting and he's explaining things to me. 


"What about those that are born with disabilities and suffer really bad, or that are paralysed from neck 


down?" | dare to ask. 


"Causing someone's death is just murder. And one that thinks about causing someone's death is just insane. 


What right do we have to take the life of another human being?" 
| shrug and smile faintly at him. 


He's serious though, he shakes his head slowly, then he goes to have his shower. | hear the water running in 


the bathroom. On the TV screen, images run in front of my gaze - wars, violence, misery.. 


| get undressed and go to the bathroom. | open the door, carefully. He's standing there, under the hot steamy 


water, coming from the shower cap. He's a statue, rivulets running glittery along the shapes of his muscles 


like carved in stone and just as sturdy. 


| step in the tub, behind him. His head is leaned backward, water splashing his face, over the lids of his closed 


eyes. 


My palms cup around his pectorals, my arms surrounding his torso along his ribcage, and my chest touches 


his bare back. | rest my head on his broad shoulder, my lips plant a kiss on the wet skin 

"Is that you Christoph, or some pervert snuck in my bathroom wanting to do filthy things with me?" 
His deep warm voice melts along with the sound of the running water. 

| laugh quietly, rubbing myself against the thick muscles on his back and | kiss his neck 


"| want to bathe you," | say, closing my eyes and resting my cheek on his shoulder. "I love the way you look 
when | get kinky." | add, caressing his pectorals, my thumbs rubbing his nipples. 


"I thought you wanted to fuck me brainless," he mutters making me laugh softly, again. "Ok, make me squeaky 
clean," he adds, handing me the soap. 


And my fingers take over his wide back, spreading the thin slippery layer all over it. Then, as l'm washing the 


soap off, I'm planting kisses along his spine. And all his fibres shake under my mouth, from that hushed laugh 
of his. 


My hands get daring, spreading the soap over his buttocks; my fingers get more intruding, feeling and teasing 
his hole. My palms caress his thick hairy thighs, my lips kiss the back of his knees. Then, water, washing off 


my kisses along with the soap. 


Only his soundless simper is making his fibres move teasingly under my touch. But my hand is teasing him too, 


caressing his balls, and, by now, hardened cock. 


His hands try to do the same to me, to wash me squeaky clean too, but no, today is his day, he just has to 
stand there and enjoy it. 


Just to smile with his eyes closed and his neck stretched like a spoiled lazy Tomcat, as my fingers scrub his 
head, playing with the shampoo in his dark-coal hair. Then, | wash off the shampoo and put a kiss on his 
temple, a full stop for this operation 

| want to shave you," | say to his beamy eyes as my finger travels along his rugged long jaw line. 


"What did | do to be treated this nice?" he asks. 


| shrug while I'm getting the razor and the soap. 


"I just want to enjoy your beauty," | add caressing his face. "| want to enjoy you." 
He doesn't say anything any longer; probably he's used with my oddities, and just surrenders to my hands. 


And, after that, as | lay him on the bed, | start kissing his lips, going down along his, now, smooth chin, then 
along his neck, getting high on the scent of warm freshly washed skin. 


Under my chest, his cock is stiff and pulsing, and my lips travel along his abdomen, to that hardened member. 
My mouth gets greedy, opening wide to taste its hotness, my tongue is caressing slowly his shaft, and his 


moans are rocking my hearing. 
‘| want you all in me," | whisper as l'm rising back to his level. 


I'm shaking and biting my lips. He chuckles, again, warm and softly, as he gets on his knees behind me. | prop 
my elbows on the wall, spreading my thighs till it hurts. A surprised whimper slips my throat when | feel his 
thick finger lubricating and entering me. | squeeze my eyelids; my breath gets sharper as my body allows to 


be invaded by a hot alive hefty creature - his cock. 


His palms grab my hips, he rubs himself against my stretched back, his teeth bite the flesh on my shoulder. | 
feel my cock against my abdomen, hard and achy, but, no, its his time now. | push myself more into him, his 
fingers clench on the back of my neck, as he's thrusting harder in me. His hand pushes me more against the 
wall, | just open wider for him, to feel it all inside me. His palm slips along my front and his fingers enfold 
around my member, starting to stroke. He hits that sweet spot inside me, again and again, his hand slides up 
and down along my cock, again and again, until, for few seconds, | lose my minds and myself along with them. 
And, then, the thrusts stop, | feel all his being motionless behind me, as | hear his grunt of release as his 


semen spreads in my insides. 

His heavy, sweaty torso falls over my already drained body. 

"Will have to change that pillow you came onto," his words sneak quickly between his harsh gasps. 

That's just so fucking romantic, Till 

But no, his day isn't over yet. And he's all mine now, and l'm not sharing him with anyone else. Not now, not 
ever! 

| throw the stupid pillow on the floor. He rolls in the bed, reaching for his cigs. 

"IIl go clean myself," | say, getting out of the bed. 


Im thirsty," he says, blowing the smoke. 


"l'Il bring you something when | get back," | promise him. 


| stop in the threshold for one more glance at the big naked man, now, all mine! 


Thick arm rising as he puts the cig in his mouth, enticing curves of muscles stretched under his skin, thick 


spread thighs, just asking to be caressed and kissed. 


And I'm so glad it's only me and him here, now. | can walk naked around the house, the air breezing against my 


bare skin as I'm moving, arousing me. 

And, after the shower, I'm moving quietly to get his drink. lim pouring the liquor in the heavy glass. | search 
the pockets of my clothes and get the envelope. | pour the smashed sleeping pills in the glass, break the vial 
and pour the content in the glass too. | pour another glass for myself, take them both and get back to the 


bedroom. 


His blue eyes welcome me and | wink back at them as l'm handing him the glass. Then | go light the few candles 


spread around the room. 
"What are you doing?" he asks and he takes a sip from his drink 
"I thought it fits," | reply, climbing back in bed. 


| have a sip from my drink too, and then lay along his body. My arm surrounds his waist and | snuggle my 


face under his arm. I'm closing my eyes while inhaling his scent. 
"| love you, Till, you know." | whisper with my eyes closed, diving into that warm and peaceful feeling. 
| hear just the liquor travelling his throat as he's having another drink. 


| get even closer to his bare skin, feeling near my chest his moving rib cage as he's breathing. His arm is 
around my shoulders, and | look up at his face, as he's there with his head resting against the wall. 


| don't want to look at his pectoral, to face that dark blue spot grinning disdainfully at mel 

Till is having the last gulp of his drink, then lights another cig. 

Its so warm, so quiet, and the flickering light of candles makes his skin glitter in bronze. 

"You didn't have your drink," he says as l'm closing my eyes to listen. 

My ear is laid on his upper chest, stealing the sounds of his words and the hiss of air travelling his lungs. 


"You can have it," | answer. "Even though | don't like sharing." 


"You know me for years, you know | need my freedom and space for my own," he replies to my hint. "It's 


unfair to tie someone to yourself, to hide them in a golden cage. People have needs." 
"There are animals that have only one mate for their whole lives," | say and kiss him near his armpit. 


"Yes, but when you keep someone stuck in a little world, no matter how beautiful and cozy it might be, you 


suffocate them, in the end." 

"Am | suffocating you?" 

He takes a sip from my glass, drags another smoke from his cig, and then he sighs. 

"No, of course not. But | don't like to belong, it feels like l'm owned. Or, I'm a human being, | can't be owned. | 
don't enjoy doing things | don't like just because | have to do them, because | feel somehow obligated to do 
them, because someone is expecting me to do them, in the name of love." 

‘lm not like that," | say and my fingers sneak between his fingers, coiling around them like in an embrace. "l'm 
meant for only one; everything that means me - my body, my mind, my time, my life. I'm not able to see 
anything else except the one | love, Till" 

Under my ear, all his fibres shake, as Till is laughing, quietly again. 


"You sound like a lb years old virgin girl," he says, putting out the cig. 


He turns on the side, facing me, his wide palm caresses the hair on my head, his lips kiss my forehead, 


fatherly. 


"Fuck, I'm so drained," he mumbles snuggling against my body. "Didn't know that hanging around and doing 
nothing all day long can be that tiring.’ 


| rise a bit in the bed, my arms encircle his shoulders, my hands place his head on my chest. He is heavy, 


warm and relaxed, protected by my embrace. 


His lips plant a dry kiss on my exposed nipple, his eyes close slowly. | pull him even closer, making sure his skin 


is laid over mine, like a heavy hot blanket. He's mine now, all mine, for ever. 

He's falling asleep, leaving this world with each second that passes by. 

The time starts slowly to stand still for him, and | lay still listening to his respiration fading away. 
He feels even heavier on me, his breath starts getting irregular against my skin 


But he is so relaxed, only his rib cage swelling from time to time, rising amazingly much, to get back and stop 


there for seconds and seconds, and then rising again violently, to get back again and stand still for even more 
seconds than the last time. 


And these seconds turn into minutes. He is motionless, except his chest that is like fighting that sneaky enemy 
running through his veins now. A feeble protest; his lungs refusing to quit breathing and to freeze for ever. 


There's going to be no tomorrow. Just this night, for me, with him asleep for good in my arms. 


eR 


.. | don't care about the band, you're more important, Till, and you being only mine is the most important. If | 


can't have you all just for me, no one else can. Simple as that. 


You won't get old, you won't have to live another tens years, witnessing your own decay. You're free, now, no 
one is going to be ever suffocating you with selfish demands. No one will build a cage around you, be it golden 


or made of stone. 


As for me, | know what is there for me, but it's a fair trade, since now I'm holding your gorgeous body, only 
for myself. As l'm hearing your breath becoming even more rare and heavier, after your quick sighs. As l'm 
watching your chest slowly giving up, like unclenching its grip on the life itself. As life itself abandons your 
arms encircled around me, your legs stretched near mine. As the candles are melting, the flames dying slowly, 


one by one. 
And you will be so cold soon, Till 


| didn't have the heart to spoil the beauty you were given by those that didn't ask you if you wanted to be 
brought in this shitty world | wouldn't be able to watch you suffer, if you'd have got shot, cut or strangled. 


Have | lost you? No, this day is going to be in my mind and my soul forever. You will be there forever, too, 


and there is no one else to share you with. 


Like now, as l'm holding you only for myself, for long hours, watching the grey morning light pouring slowly 
through the windows. 


| gave you just what you've asked for, in that song - poison. Sweet and sneaky, like that bloody Spanish drink. 
Simple as that. 


- The End - 


